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‘* Prompt to improve and to invite, 
“| We blend instruction with delight.”—Popr, 


POPULAR TALES. 


‘* To virtue if these Tales persuade, 
*¢ Our pleasing toil is well repaid.” 


_—— —— - + - 


The Forsaken, 




















the flattering distinctions which she continually 
received, and buoyant with youthful hope, the 
happiest auguries of the future destiny of one 
so favored by nature and by fortune, blessed 
her waking dreams. Sought in marriage by 
the noblest families in the city, Altea exerci- 
‘(va 6 ee ee sed the privilege accorded to beauty, and 
[By Miss Emma Roberts.] became somewhat fastidiousinher choice ; but 
Amid the numberless memorials which the|if she vacillated between the merits of the 
fair and stately city of Florence contains of its! chief of the Cornari, or the heir of Delle Tor- 
ancient feuds, the fierce and cruel struggles of| re, she hesitated no longer when Guido Buon- 
its nobles for power, aud the personal guarrels delmonti professed himself her admirer. Gay 
whence sprang its most furious civil wars,—one/ and graceful in the dance, ever the victor in 
lonely grave-stone, lost amid the surrounding) the lists and at the ring. and bearing on his 
splendors of art, exists, though seldom noticed) brow a wreath won in bloody strife upon the 
by the traveller, putting forth its silent and dis-| plains of Lombardy, he wasexalted by general 
regarded cluim to the attention lavished upon exclamation above all his youthful cotempo- 
monuments, unpossessed of half the interests raries, and, like Altea, became the idol of one 
attached to this frail tablet The unsculptured| sex, and the envy of the other. How gaily and 
marble covers the ashes of one whose sorrows how rapidly flew the hours, when, seated side 
and wrongs first kindled the flame of deadly by side, the lovers whispered tender tales into 
warfare between the Ghibelline and Guelph each other’s raptured ears, striking the minstrel 
factions,which rendered the chiefofthe Tuscan’ string in praise of those charms and accom- 
states a scene of hatred and dissention, While! plishments which formed the universal theme. 
all Italy was distracted by the contest between All radiant with smiles, happiness beamed 
the Emperor and the Pope, Florence, though! round the angelic countenance of Altea, like a 
joining the league against the former, was halo; the half-starved beggar in the streets 
blessed with comparative tranquillity ; the sup- blessed the vlad beauty as she passed along, 
porters of either party lived within their walls, his sunken eye beaming with an unwonted ray 
at peace with each other : butan insult offered at the sight of so much happy loveliness. The 
to the daughter of a noble family, plunged the! whole city rejoiced in her felicity ; for ifsome 
whole population into strife and bloodshed. taint of earth had marred the brightness of her 
The mouldering grave of Altea Uberti, half perfections, before she had learned to live for 
hidden in the long rank grass which oversha- the sole purpose of pleasing one treasured ob- 
dows it,—blackening under the influence of ject, the excess of her affection, for Buondel- 
time with its scarcely legible inscription, yet’ monti had purified her character from its 
inspires mingled feelings of tenderness and dross ; she grew meek and gentle, cultivating 
melancholy to those who derive a pensive plea-| each feminine grace with all the ardor prompt- 
sure in dwelling upon the recollection of the! ed by a pure attachment; the charms too 
storied dead. Once the fairest and proudest! proudly displayed to attract the wondering 
beauty of Florence, all eyes paid homage to the| multitude, were now only prized as the chaiu 
charms of its loveliest daughter ; every lip was which bound her lover. 
loud in its tribute of admiration ; and many fond; ‘The sun-lit eyes of Altea, were suddenly 
and faithful hearts were laid in lowly offering at| overclouded; and tears coursed each other 
her feet. The young, the gay, and the gallant) down those pale cheeks, so lately dimpled 
crowded in Altea’s train, standing behind the! withdelight. Buondelmonti, the spoiled child 
stone lattice work of the richly carved balcony. of fortune, no longer checked lis carocoling 
The troop of cavaliers who daily passed along steed at the zate of the Uberti palace——but fas- 
on their route to the tilt-yard, made a longer'| cinated by the charms of some new beauty, 
pause, and bent with a more courteous rever-| rode of, tossing his white plume on high, and 
ence before the front of the Uberti palace than laughing scornfully as he passed the residence 
they deigned to bestow upon any other ofthe of the woman he had abandoned, Altea’s 
splendid residences of the Florence nobility ; tears fell unheeded ; sie possessed kinsmen 
though many were the dark eyes, and many} who surveyed her altered countenance with 
the fair forms which the crowded window Ss locks in which pity centended with anger. The 
boasted ; and conscious of her beauty, vain of, unhapny girl read the feellne which these 
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around strove to repress in her presence ; and/has delivered him over te his brother, Don 
drying her eyes, and struggling to obtain the Henry, by whose hands he shall die, to revenge 
command of features convulsed with internal the blood of the good and the innocent which 
agony, appeared again at the open latiice ; but! he has shed.’ ” 
she could not deceive the penetrating eyes of} ‘Death, traitor!” cried the king, rising 
those who hung upon every look, by the out- | from his seat and stamping violently, * this to 
ward show of tranquillity ; and her brothers | me ?” 
prepared to avenge the injury which she had | Then he seized the friar by the throat, and 
sustained; they watched for the white palfrey | calling to his sentinels, who immediately enter- 
of the perjured lover, as he rode through the ed the tent, exclaimed, 
city, unarmed and in his gala dress, to the} “Erect a stake yonder, opposite the tent, 
bridal feast, and rushing from behind the por-;and bind this accursed sorcerer firmly to it. 
tal where they had se ofien stood to welcome! There let him perish in the flames; and as 
him as their guest, they dragged their enemy | Soon as the pile is lighted, let the order to 
from his horse. and plunged their doggeis in|march be given lestthe rebels should surprise 
his body, deluged the pavement with his life-;us before we can effect a junction with our 
blood. Altea, fromthe balcony above, saw the! friends.” 
commencement of the savage scene: she} In vain did the wretched victim shriek for 
rushed to the street too late to prevent the | “mercy; in vain did he asseverate the truth of 
outrage ; but her fate was linked with that of; what he asserted. The guards dragged him 
Buondelmonti—and throwing herself upon from the royal presence, while the king gave 
his yet warm corpse. she breathed out the last | orders for the drums to beat, in orderto drown 
sigh of a broken heart, and lived not to witness | the cries of the victim. 
the calamitics which her kinsmen’s weapons | A hundred hands were instantly set at work 
entailed upon Florence. The Guelph faction|in the erection of a thick iron stake, which 
took up arms to revenge the murder of Buon-| was. therefore, very wserienyd completed. The 
delmonti, the Ghibellines, headed by the Uber-. monk made a vigorousbut! >< 58 resistance, 
ti, retaliated by fresh aggressions ; and, dui ing ‘in spite of his infirmities an. his age. His 
the space of three and thirty years, the relent-| cries and petitions were inaudible for the rea- 
less strife continued in the massacre of both) son which has been mentioned; but from his 
parties. ‘he Ghibellines at length prevailing, | pointing repeatedly towards heaven and then 
drove the aaaiie faction from the city: but towards his knees, he was understood to beg 
were in turn expelled by the tiumphant for at leasta short respite to enable him to per- 
Guelphs, and were never afterwards able to form his devotions, His executioners were 
regain their ancient power and Influence. ‘not diverted for a moment from the fulfilment 
” jot their stern office, and soon stopped even his 
The Starry Tower. | Sees by binding his arms closely behing him. 
ase tentiaiaay aladat br was then made fast to the stake, by strong 
chains of iron bound around him, 
(Concluded.) | They then rapidly piled faggots all around, 
The old man entered, pale and trembling, and having set fire to them, the trumpet was 
and prostrated himself at the feet of the|heard to sound a march, and immediately the 
sovercign. | whole army was in motion, leaving the miser- 
*“ Forgive, forgive, sire,’ he said, “the/able man to his fate. 
humblest, but one of the most loyal of your} Mercy, mercy! save me, save me!” 
subjects, if he be the bearer of evil omens to shouted the unhappy wretch ; but the martial 
your roval ear.” ‘instruments playing the gayest and most lively 
“ Hal’? suid Don Pedro. his brow d arkening: airs, at once stifled his cries, and formed the 
as he spoke, * talk not to me of evil omens “most bitter mockety to his torments. With 
{ am the king of whom the stars have proph-|a refinement of cruelty worthy of himself, 
esied that his reign shail be long and happy, Pedro had ordered that the fagguts should be 
and that he shall add new kingdoins to his damped before they were placed, in order that 
own. But rise, old man, and let me hear thy the fire might not spread too rapidly, and so 
tidings.” make the victim’s death less long and lingers 
“Sire,” said the friar, rising, “ it was but:ing than he wished it to be. It was some 
last night that the holy petron of our order, ‘ime, therefore, before it touched even his ex- 
the blessed St. Dominick, appeared to me in tremities. and not until the sound of the music 
adream. The majesty of heaven itself was) was lost inthe distance, and the army was hid- 
in his features and in his guit, and a halo of den from his sight behind the mountain which 
divine glory surrounded his brow. Awake!) they bad ascended. ‘Then the intolerable pain 
arise thee, Antonio Melendez, he cried, ‘and|caused him to utter loud and lengthened 
hie thee to the valley of Azofre, on the banks! groans, with which the shores of the river 
of the river Montelbana, where thou shalt find | echoed; and his body writhed and twisted 
the king, Don Pedro, with his army. Tell|sbout as much as the chains with which it was 
him that heaven ts weary of his crimes, and/ fastened would permit. The sound of drums 
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and trumpets was heard proceeding from an| 
opposite direction from that which his muf-, 
derers had taken. 

“Don Henry’s forces approach,” groaned | 
out the sufferer—* speed, speed them hithes 
gracious heaven! Alos! the fl mes spread 
higher. ls there no hope?” 

The incressing loudpess of the music an- 
nounced that this friendly foree was coming | 
nearer. Withan incredible effort he managed 
to burst one of the links which were twisted 
ground his feet, and thus to free them and his! 
Jeys from the chalus. This enabled him to] 
draw them higher up the stake, and out of the| 
reach of the flames; and looking towards the 
west, he perceived a thick cloud of dust, which | 
the march of a numerous body of men bad_ 
raised, and which a brisk breeze that had just 
sprung up was spreading in every direction. | 
Hope began to animate his breast, but the) 
breeze bid fanned the ames, end they rapidly, 
approached his vitals. His 'egs dropped from 
the uneasy situation in which he had placed, 
them, the fire encircled his body, and just as 
the last sigh was escaping him. he was con- 
sctous of some friendly but unavailing offices 
which were being performed in his bebait 

“He’s dead, sive,’ suid a soldier; “the 
flames have done their worst, and now al! the: 
they can effec: will be but the pious oNice of 
completely converting into ashes the body 
which they have tormented.” 

“Vrue, Alonzo,” said Don Henry, and} 
peace be tothose eshes! This was doubtless 
ove of my good brother’s tender mercies, who 
seems not to havea very long start of us. My 
poor fellows, however, can procecd no furthes 
in the pursuit, and are in much need of that| 
repose which it appears he his already taken. 
We cannot find a better resting-place than) 
this. Let the order for the army to halt be! 
yiven ”” 

To return to Don Pedro. The crisis of| 
his fute appeared to be rapidly approaching. 
On arriving at the place where he expected to! 
form a junction with Sir Ralph Helme, he| 
learned that the little body of English under 
his command had, on their march towards the | 
plece of rendezvous, been surprised by the) 
army of du Gueselin, and so completely cut to. 
peices,that only the commander and four or five| 
followers had been able to effect their escape} 
into the castle of Monteil. hither the mon-! 
arch directed his steps, but so panic-struck 
was his army at the news which they had just| 
received, that numbers fell away from him| 
every hour, and only Don Pedro and a very 
slender remnant of his force entered the gates| 
of Monteil. Here he found Sir Ralph Helme| 
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The King and Sir Ralph were not men te 
be easily daunted. Tbey defended the castle 
for months against the unwearied assaults of 
Don Hemy. A more terrible foe, however, 
‘hen had yet assailed them, now made its ap-- 
pearance. ‘Phe stout hearts which had defied 
the arrows and bullets of the beseigers, began 
‘0 Wither beneath the resisuess agency of fam- 
ines Atlength, one evening, Sir Raiph, with 
agituted looks and hasty steps, sought the king 
in the turret of the castle which he usually 
occupied. 

“Sire,” said the Green Squire, “ it is in 
vain to attempt to defend the fortress any lon- 
ver. The few men whom we have left, 
threaten to mutiny and deliver it up to the be- 
siegers, unless your majesty can make some 
terms with them.” 

“ Terms with Don Henry!” said Pedro, 
scornfully, never, even were it practicable ! 


Hence, hence, thou glittering bauble:” he 


‘added, throwing away the sceptre which he 


held in his hand, “I have preserved thee in 
battle and amidst death ; when surrounded by 
hostile armies, or by concealed traitors, this 
hand hath grasped thee firmly; but now I 
am about to betake myself to an inglo:ious 
flieht, and the sceptre of Castile must not be 
-he companion of my shame.” 

“Sire.” said Sir Ralph, “ it is in vain to 
struggle against the decrees of Gestiny. Your 


‘garrison is reduced to a number not sufficient 


io man the outward wall, and there is not sc 


| . « . 8 ia 
much asa single day’s provision left in the 


castle. It were better that your majesty anda 
few of your chosen adherents should escape by 
flizht. To those who remain, the victors will 
not refuse to grant sefe and honorable terms.” 

* Tsit come tothis?” said Don Pedro, clasp- 
ing his hands, and stamping vivlently on the 
ground. * 1s there not even one poor castle in 
which the once mighty monarch of Castile car 
rest in safety? Where is that deceiver, that 


| Simon Joseph, who promised me extent o! 


territory, and uninterrupted triumphs over al! 
my foes?” 

“ He is here,” said the astrologer, stepping 
forward and meeting the lion-like glance of the 
king meekly and calmly, but boldly and una- 
bashed. 

“Wretch !” said the monarch, “ didst thou 
not say to me, * Don Pedro, do not hope for 
peace and quietness,’ (and heaven knows that 
in that particular thou hast not lied ;) but didst 
thou not add,* thy reign shall be leng and 
prosperous, victory shall wait uponthy banners 


| andnew kingdoms shall be added to Castile ?? ” 


“ Such,” suid Simon Joseph, “ was the lan- 
guage of the stars; and as such I interpreted 


with a very inefficient garrison, which his own| it, O King, tothee ; but,” he added emphatical- 
few, broken, and dispirited followers did not) ly, “ however cold the season may be, he who 
materially augment, The enemy, also, rapidly) will plunge into a heated bath must not marve' 
followed his steps, and soon, with a numerous| should he perspire.” 

and triumphant ermy, invested the town and| The king for a moment gazed upon the as- 


castle of Monteil. trologer without speaking a words Thc 
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throwing away the dagger which he held in act and all his attendants had surrendered, he con- 


to bury in the Jew’s bosom, and lifting up his 
hands towards heaven, he exclaimed— 

“Tt is most true! However berign the 
influences which the planets would shed upon 
us, the passions, the inclinations, and the habits 
of men, are stronger even than the influences 
of the stars themselves. Sir Ralph Helme, 
lead on—! follow thee.” 

Thus saying, the fallen monarch passed on, 
amidst the lamentations and the tears of his fol- 
lowers, who forgot in the contemplation of his 
personal bravery, and the resignation with 
which he met his fate, the cruelties and the 
vices which had reduced him to so low a con- 
dition. Sir Ralph Helme preceded him, and 
twelve of his most trusty partisans followed, 
They descended a long winding flight of steps, 
which ended at a small door, that opened into 
the great yard of the castle. Don Pedro 
Jooked back at the tower which he had just 
quitted, and inquired by what name it was 
known? 

“ Sire,” said one of his adherents, “it is cal- 
led the Starry Tower,” 

“ Ha !” said Pedro, smiling, but, as he always 
smiled, grimly and darkly, “then one of the 
delusive tales of astrology is proved untrue. 
In my youth I consulted men learned in the 
occult arts, as to the place where | should die, 
and they told me that all that the stars revealed 


tinued to use his sword with no small effect 
against the French. He had felled three men 
to the ground, and was about to sheath the 
weapon in the breast of the fourth, when he 
received a mortal stab in the back, and fell 
lifeless to the ground. 

“ Ha! said Pedro, less affected at the death 
of his faithful and gallant adherent than by the 
recollection of the prophecy which associated 
his fate so intimately with his own, “ is the 
Green Squire dead ?---then is my hour athand !”* 

* On with me fellows,’’ said one who ap- 
peared to be the leader of the assailants, “ and 
secure the castle.” 

A numerous and well-armed body immedi- 
ately passed by, carrying dark lanterns intheir 
hands. A smaller party remained to take 
charge of the prisoners, and bring them along 
with them, 

* And now,” said he, who appeared to have 
command of this smaller party, “* whom have 
we here?” 

* First, sir,’ said Don Pedro, “ may we 
crave to know who it is that addresses us, and 
by what authority he detains us?” 

“ T,” said their captor, **am the Begue of 
Villaines, commanding that part of the army 
of Henry, king of Castile, which is appointed to 
guard all the outlets to this castle; and having 
learned the secret of this subterraneous passage 


to them was, that the king would die in eto ep a fugitive from the castle this day, I have 


Starry Tower. Ihave never met with a place 
so designated, until I am about quitting it 
for ever.” 

While the king was thus speaking, the 
Green Squire lifted up the trap-door which 
led to the subterraneous passage, and the whole 
party descenced. They traversed it for a long 
time mutely and dejectediy. At length the 
king broke the silence, and said, 

* | like not, Sir Ralph, such dark and dreary 
passages as these: on such a nightas this |] 
would rather be beneath the canopy of heaven 
with my own bright planet shedding down the 
benign influences on my head.” 

“Sire,” said the knight, * Jet us steadily 
pursue our course, and light will soon break in 
upon our path.” 

As he uttered these words, a light was seen 
gleaming at a considerable distance from them, 
which, by increasing in size, appeared to be 
approaching them, and the sound of footsteps 
was heard. 

“Hat? exclaimed Don Pedro, “betrayed, 
betrayed !” 

At the sound of his voice the light disappear- 
ed, but footsteps were still heard approaching 
fhem, and, at length, a multitude of lights were 
suddenly flashed upon their faces, and, in the 
stupo: which their dazzling effect occasioned, 
they all found themselves made prisoners by a 
very superior force. 

Sir Ralph Helme, however, for a long time, 
struggled with the captors. Afier the king! 





marched to take possession of it, and to arrest 
all its inmates.” 

* Then.” said Pedro, “I am in the hands of 
avery valliant and noble knight, and I surren- 
der myself your prisoner. I am Pedro, king 
of Castile, the only legitimate son of king 
Alphonso.” 

A tremendous shout was heard at tbat mo- 
ment. 

“Tia! said the Begue of Villaines, “ our 
brave fellows have made themselves master of 
ithe castle. Bring king Pedro along with us. 
‘Our master little knows how rich a prize we 
have secured, or he would have halted on his 
way, and left the castle to remain in the hands 
of those who then held it.” 

From these words Pedro gathered that some 
person of rank, superior to the Begue of Vil- 
laines, had gone forward with the morenumer- 
ous party to the castle. Various and violent 
were the emotions which agitated his bosom, 
but resistance was vuin, and he quietly paced 
the dark windings of the subterranean passage 
until they arrived at its termination, and emer- 
ged into the great yard of the castle. 

“Is Don Pedro secured?” were the first 
words addressed to the Begue of Villaines, by 
the officer who commanded the troops drawn 
up in the yard. 

‘| have him safe,” said the Begue, ‘* What 
are his majesty’s commands ?”’ 

“ He waits his arrival in yonder tower,” said 
the officer, pointing to the Starry Tower. 
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“ Tia!’ said Don Pedro, mentally, “ then 
Henry himself is here, and in yonder tower ;” 
and an involuntary shudder ran through all his 
frame. But he added, and his thoughts were 
now audibly expressed. 

“ Does not Don Henry call himself king of 
Castile ?” 

“ Even so, sir,’ said the Begue. 

“ Then,” said the fallen monarch, and a 
momentary brightness passed over his features, 


“the king may die in the Starry Tower, and) 
yet Don Pedro be safe. Lead on,Sir Begue ! | 


tead on 

The party then ascended the long winding 
steps which Pedro had heavily and mournfully 
but still under happier circumstances than the 
present, so recently descended. A very short 
time brought him and his guards into the room 
which he had lately quitted, and there he found 
Henry surrounded by his guards, wearing the 
royal robe, and holdin: in his hands the sceptre 
which Pedro had so recently thrown from him 
in the agony of his despondency. 


“ Ha!’ said the latter——" Bold traitor, who! 


art thou, who darest to assume the pomp and, 
majesty of the monarch of Castile ?” 
“1,” said Henry, with a bitter smile, “ am| 


he to whom alone that pomp and majesty of, 


right belongs. I am the king.” 


“‘ Sayest thou so?’? said Pedro, with one of} 
those grim smiles which expressed all the} 


malignity of his soul in his features; then 
meet the fate which the stars have destined 
should befall the king in this tower.” 


Thus saying, he sprang upon Henry with all) 
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peace, perturbed spirits, for the triumph of the 
just has arrived, and honour, valour, and beauty, 
may find protection even in Castile.” 

The events of that day, fearful and bloody as 
they were, were no sooner generally known 
than they were hailed with rapture throughout 
the whole kingdom. Don Henry mounted 
the throne amidst universal acclamations, the 
neighboring princes, among whom were the 
great king Edward of England, and his chival- 
rous son, courted his alliance. He swayed the 
Castillian sceptre with honour to himself and 
advantage to the nation, and at his death trans- 
mitted it to his posterity. 

———— EE ——-—__ - Ee 
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‘¢ Of man, what see we but his station here.” 


a —— 


Panes G. Brooks. 
The frequent and severe derision that Brit- 
lish critics, till within a short period, lavished 
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‘on the few and feeble attempts of American 


writers, in polite letters, more especially poe- 
try, were well deserved; and the commenda- 
\tions they have since bestowed, though, in 
some instances, too warm, perhaps, are like- 
wise but the just and proper homage which 
candour should always pay togenius. Among 
those to whom this elevation of our literary 
character abroad is principally to be ascribed, 
the name of James G. Brooks deserves to be 
prominently mentioned. His early effusions 
under the signature of Florio, were not only 
extensively copied, and read, and admired, 





the fury and the agility of a tiger, and, seizing | throughout this country, but were, in numer- 
him in his vigorous arms, wrestled with him,| ous instances, transferred to the pages of for- 
and in an instant threw him; then planting his'eign miscellanies, of high reputation, with 
knee upon his breast, and drawing a dagger | accompanying remarks of the most flattering 
from his belt, he was about to plunge it into|nature. ‘I’his extensive popularity was in no 
his bosom, when a soldier who stood by, and degree the result of any extrinsic circumstan- 
whom, until now, surprise had rendered mo-|ces connected with the writer ; for his youth 
tionless, held back his hand, and placed his! and his name were alike unknown: but it flow- 
ownupon histhroat. Don Henry immediately ed entirely from the glow of mind, the brillian- 
sprang up, and, unsheathing his owa dagger, | cy of fancy, and the abundance and approp:tate- 
drove it to his opponent’s heart. ness of imagery which characterized almost 
“ Hat” said Pedro, “then the prophecy of; every production of his pen, appeaiing, in the 
the Starry Tower was true, and so was that of language of the heart, directly to the heart of 
the villain whom I devoted to the flames.|the reader. No one has ever perused his Ode 
Henry,” he added, fixing bis eyes upon the!to Greece without experiencing a thiill of 
prince, while a bitter smile hung upon his lips,| patriot-ardour ; and the beauty and tenderness 
“with my latest breath take my af of his elegiac effusions are sufficiently attested 
The malediction which he would have ut-| by the emotions they invariably excite. 
tered was suspended by the death-rattle in his} Of one so intimately connected with our 
throat, and his head sunk lifeless upon the | literature, it would have afforded us much 
ground, Suill the fierce and bitter smile lived) pleasure to give a particular account; but the 
upon his dead lip, and in his eye the cold,| inquiries we have made have produced but a 
stern expression of hatred triumphed even|scanty stock of information. The following 
ever the glassy glare of mortality. modest and characteristic letter, from the in- 
‘He died as he had lived,” said Don Henry | dividual himself, to whom, after the failure of 
* pitiless, and without remorse. And noware|other sources, we were induced toapply, con- 
thy sufferings avenged, Castile; and your|tainsthe substance of all that we have beenable 
deaths, my beloved and noble-hearted brothers ;|to glean on the subject. 
and thy injuries also, thy ill-deserved injuries,| My pear s1r—You request me to furnish 
sweet Bianche of Bourbon! Rest now, rest injyou with my ‘ life’ 1 would cheerfully com- 
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ply, were it practicable ; but the truth is, Z| passed much of their time in the stillness ci 


have no life. 


Understand me, | am not de-'study and of thought; and he who narrates 


funct, departed the flesh ; I am still one of|their lives, cannot expect to chain aitention by 
those of whom it may be said, est not fuit.| the number of their incidents.or the strangeness 


But I mean that I have met with nothing on| of their vicissitudes. 


earth worthy of being woven into a biography. 


It is true, no doubt thar 
real events sometimes transpire more wonder- 


The only event of any moment to me is my | ful than fancy fashions in her wildest mood ;” 


birth, and this happened Sept. 3, 1801. 


1{ but these are of rare occurrence, and seldom 


grew up as children generally grow ; went to! indeed diversily the page on which the history 


school, academy, and college, at the proper of the poet is recorded. 


Yet no kind of narra- 


times ; was whipped through the first, studied tive writing is more generally pleasing than 


through the second, and was lectured through) 
the third, in the customary style. 
and thousands have gone through the same! 


course, in which there is nothing worthy of tions. 


biography. The fictions of romance may hold 


Hundreds us delighted for a while; but we soonremem- 


ber, with dissatisfaction, that they are but fic- 
The relations of history possess the 


being recorded—nothing to touch the senti-|advantage of being true; but there are few 


mental, attract the romantic, or instruct the| 
observant. I have since toiled through the| 
ponderous tomes of the law, and I am—an| 
editor. What I may be, heaven only knows. 

** Now, in all this, there is nothing that can 
be made interesting, inthe shape ofa biogra-| 
phy. As to the place of my birth, I honour it| 
more thanit honours me. It bears the anti-| 
romantic name of Red-Hook, and isto be found | 
on the banks of the Hudson river, in Dutchess | 
county. ‘The house isa respectable old man-| 
sion, and, like Halleck’s Fanny, ¢ was younger 
once,’ than itis now; but this gives me little| 
concern, as neither myself nor mine have had| 
any property in it for twenty years. Of the| 
inhabitants of the adjoining village I know. 
nothing, and they know nothing of me. At) 
an early age, I left the fine old groves and sha- 
dy hills of my birth-place,and passed my youth 
at Poughkeepsie, a town with a rough name, 
and rougher inhabitants. I owe it neither love | 
nor money, and, whatever may occasion my | 
death, it will not be a ‘maladie du fays.’ For) 
some years past I have been a denizen of this| 
city, and here, if it be agreeable to my destiny 
intend to remain, duting my natural life. 

“ You will see, my dear sir, the utter impos- 
sibility of concocting a biography out of such an 
every-day sort of life, destitute, as it is, of love 
adventures, sad mischances, broken hearts or 
broken heads. Itis idle to attempt the con- 
version of an ordinary current into a mountain 
stream, or to manufucture great incidents and 
startling events out of an ordinary existence. 
How then can | give you any thing in the 
shape of what is usually called biography? I 
know of no single event of my life that might in- 
tcrest others or myself. Consequently there is 
nothing deserving ofreminiscence. With this 
apology, | am, my dear sir, your most obedient 
servant, James G. Brooks.” 

What Mr. Brooks has here said in relation 
to the barrenness of his life in interesting 
events, will apply, with equal truth, in most of 
those, of every age and country, who have risen 
to eminence in consequence of literary excel- 
lence. They who become distinguished for 
their wisdom and acquirements, or for the pro- 





ductions of their genius, must necessafily have 


who feel any immediate interestin the discom- 
fiture of statesmen, or the slaughter of armies. 
Biography is both attractive from is truth, and 
widely profitable from the lessons which it 
teaches. Instead of “great incidents and 
startling events,” the reader is satisfied with 
learning those morally interesting ones, which 
gave its particular bias to the mind of the au- 
thor, whose narrative he is perusing; and he 
traces, with eager curiosity, the sources 
whence he derived his knowiedve, the obstu- 
cles that impeded his progress, the manner of 
their being overcome, and their inthience, on 
his temper and habits. 

It is not practicable to transform © an ordi. 
nary current into a mountain stream,” but the 
former, as well as the latter, is an object of in- 
terest, and its progress is noted by more fer- 
tilizing effects. ‘Thus it is with the existence 
of the poet. Though it glides along in still- 
ness and tranquillity, it irrigates and fructifies 
as it passes, creating some of those “ green 
spots which bloom in the desert of life.” 
Thus it has been with Mr. Brooks} and we 
cannot but regret, that it is not in our power to 
give a more particular account of him to our 
readers, than the very brief and general one 
with which he has furnished us. 

It was during his residence in Poughkeep- 
sie, that Mr. Brooks first became known as 
Florio, by the delightful effusions which, from 
time to time, appeared under that signature, 
and which have been read and admired in every 
corner of the Union. On these his poetical rep- 
utation is principally founded, he having given, 
since their production, no poem tothe public 
but the address before the Pii Beta K sppa, of 
Yale College, in 1827, in which there are 
however, sufficient manifestations that the spi- 
rit of poetry still exists within him—that “ itis 
not dead, but sleepeth.” He should arouse 
himself: he has evinced the possession of high 
capability ; and we trust that the brilliant pro- 
mise of his early efforts, will be fully verified 
by the performance of his manhood. 

Since Mr. Brooks became a resident of this 
city, he has had the editorial management of 
several literary publications, and is, at present, 
one of the editors of the Morning Courier, an 
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ably conducted daily paper, in the columns of 
which, the piquant and racy articles from his 
pen are easily distinguishable. His celebrity 
us a poet, and his talents as a prose writer, have 
greatly assisted in giving to that journal an 
extensive circulation; and while he remains 
with it.we doubt not it will deserve its patronage. 
That his life may continue to be * destitute of 
sad mnischances, broken heart,and broken head,” 
even though to the disappointment of some 
future biographer, who may wish to crowd his 
pages with “great incidents and _ startling 
events,’ is our most cordial wish, But we 
hope that Mr, Brooks will place it in the pow- 
er of his next historian—and he is fully capa- 
ble of doing so—to enumerate among his pro- 
ductions, an additional poem, that shall bear 
his name to after ages... Y. Mirror. 
MISCELLANEOUS. 


** Variety we still pursue, 








She was sitting by the head of his grave— 
and the grass was beginning to look green up- 
ov the turf round the stone, where her tears 
usually fell—She had not observed me, and I 
stood still. ‘ Thou hast left me, Fidello,” said; 
she, bending her face down tothe turf—* thou 
hast left me, but it was to attend a dearer call. 
1 will not weep,” wiping ber eyes with her 
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handkerchief—* [ will not weep—for it was; 


the call of one who loved thee better. Thou! 


hast own to his bosom—and what hastthou; 


left behind thee for thy poor Juliet, but this! 


cold sod?” Shewas silent for some moments. | 
The full moon was just beginning to climb 
over the tops of the trees as | came up; and. 
as she stooped to kiss the turf, I saw, by the: 
moon beams, the tears trickling in hasty! 
drops from her eyes. “ Thou hast left me,’’| 
suid Juliet, raising her face from the grave,| 
“but we shall meet again—l shall see thy face! 
again, and hear thee speak ; and then shal! we| 
part no more.”? She rose cheerfully to retire. | 
The tears were still trembling in her eyes.| 
Never to that moment did 1 behold so sweet! 
acharm. One might:ead the sentence in her! 
face. “ Thou hast lefi me,” said the tear,| 
“but we shall meet again, and then we shall, 
part no more,” saidthe smile. 
sion,” thought I, “ how happy arethy children. 


— 


the habit of displaying the most ridiculous in. 
solence. 


car, highly valuing himself on being thus drawn 
along by the sovereigns of kingdoms. The 


* Blessed reli-| 
99) 
‘left personal property to the amount of £690,000 to his 
The TWheel of Fortune. 

When the tributary kings of Sesostris came! 
at stated periods to do him homage, he was in| 


following incident is suid to have restored his: 


majesty to a sense of justice and humanity. 
On one of these occasions, a king who was de- 
graded in the manner now mentioned, was ob- 
served to look with peculiar earnestness at one 
of the wheels of the chariot; and being asked 
what it was that rivetted his attention, he re- 
plied significantly, “ Oh king! The turning of 
the chariot wheel reminds me of the vicissi- 
tudes of fortune ; for as every part of the wheel 
is uppermost and lowermost alternately, so it 
is with men who sit on a throne to day andthe 
next perhaps are reduced to the yilest degree 
of slavery.”"——Percy Anecdotes. 
a 

Abulfeda.—This Arabian philosopher of the 
desert being one day asked how he came to 
know there was a God ?-—“‘ In the same way 
as I know by the prints that are made in the 
sand whether a man or a beast has passed be- 
fore mes Do not,” added he, * the heavens, 
by the splendor of the stars, the world, by the 
immensity of its extent, and the sea, by the 
infinity of the waves that it rolls, sufficiently 
make known to us the power and the greatness 
of their author?” Another Arabian having 
the same question put to him, replied—* Does 
it require a flambeau to see the sun?” 

— 

The facetious Mr. Sheridan on hearing his 
father speak on the antiquity of his family, 
stating at the same time that the original name 
was O Sheridan; humorously observed,“ no 
doubt of that father, no one has a betier right 
to the O, for we owe every body.” 
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The New England Glass Company, has completed 
its works for Staining Glass, as the ancieuts did. Two 
finished pieces are exhibited at their store in Boston. 

The warmest encomiums are passed upon Cuoper’s 
Red Rover, in several of the London newspapers, 

The crop of Sugar in Louisiana has this year been 
very abundant. It is estimated at 60,000, some say 
more. “The molasses will ofcourse be 30,000 bhds, 

There isin North Carolina, a very singular tree, 
which is divided at the bottom by a small rivulet, and 18 
fect above forms one trunk.—Both bodies are quite large, 

New Post Offices. —A post office has been established 
at Forestburgh, Sullivan co. Win. A. Strokes, Esq. P. M. 

Yne has been established in the north part of Owego, 
called Flemingville. David Fleming, Esq. P. M. Two 
have lately been established in Montgomery co. N. Y. 
one at Stratford, of which Stephen P. Cady is appointed 
P. M. and one at Fort Johnson, in Aussterdam, George 
Warnick, P. M. 

Mr. Ewing of York place, who died last weck, was 
the largest American stockholder inthe world. He has 








nephew, J. Ewing in India, and Mr. W. Kirwan jointly. 


MARRIED, 
At Austerlitz on the 27th ult. by the Rev. Mr. Sands, 


| . 

. ; | Mr. Johu Bigford, to Miss Mary Barratt. 
When he entered his capital, or! 
went to the temple, he unharnessed his horses, | 
and yoking these princes four abreast to his! 


DIED, 
In this city, on the 10th inst. Mr. Jonas Underwood, 
aged 72, 
On the Ist inst. an infant son of Mr. Augustus Noyes 
At Albany, Mr. Samuel Webster, aged 25, son of the 
late Mr. Gi orge Webster 
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FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY. 
DEATH OF AMPATO SAPA 


In Major Long’s Narrative of the Second Expedition 
up the Missouri, there is an account of the death of 
Ampaty Sapa, which signifies the dark day, who perished 
in the cataract of the Fall's of St. Anthony with her two 
children. It has recently found its way into the public 
papers, and was published ina late number of the Re- 
pository. The following stanzas were suggested by a 
perusal of this interesting extract: 


St. Anthony roars through the leaf covered glen, 
The beach throws his arms to the breezes that woo, 
Screams shrilly the black bird, sings softly the wren, 
And Ampato Sapa is in her Canoe! 


Her offspring unconscious rejoice on her knee— 
The current sucks swift as her frantick sire ealls— 
Forbear—’tis too late for a thousand like thee! 


And aye swells her song with the roar of the falls: 


* Decotah! thy form was the pine of the grove, 
Thy straight jetty locks like the wings of the crow, 
Thy teatures were noble when lighted with love, 
Severe asa Prophet’s when bent on the foe. 


** Thou camest to me with the bow of thy sires, 
The pass- words of love and the badges of war, 
Thy tongue was a brand at our nation! fires, 
Thy name was acknowledged by warriors afar. 


** Smiles lit up thy cheek, when thou camest to me, 
And thy voice was a song in thine Ampato’s ear: 

*T'm lonely there’s room in my wigwarm for thee, 
‘I'm a hunter and none to rejoice in my deer. 


“60 come for our lodgesare spacious, Dark Day! 

*O come for men say that our fathers were brave— 
* Wego on the war path as distant as they,’ 

And | came—River Spirits, scoop low my grave ! 


** Prepare ye the way! to your bowers I come, 
Where ye live, happy souls, as the wise ones say! 
My heart is forsaken, my love notes dumb, 
And my bark on the waters—prepare ye the way! 


“© fair were the days when our Jove had its spring, 
And light were thy steps from the chase of the ree— 

}ieturning, each vulturous sorrow took wing, 
Departing, my heart was a cavern of woe! 


=] 


*** Preserve him, ye spirits of Prophets,’ I cried, 
When he went on the path of the warrior away, 
* Por great is his prowess and lov'd is his bride, 
* But dearer himself to his lonely Dark Day 


** Flow bright was the plain when he wander’d it free! 
tiow lovely the mountain whose summit he rose, 
And how sweet the deep shade of our lov'd old tree 
Wheu my dark-brown warrior enjoy’d his repose ! 
** Sing sooth in my ear, the Decotah would say, 
Sing sooth ofiny deeds when the hatchet was high ;’ 
And I answerd the Chieftain in song—but the lay 
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ys ould echo no musick, save love’s sweet sigh ! 


Ss ** 
* But he spurn’d the dark maiden !—and deeper the roar 
up sweet flowers ! 
Ou the blue summer skies that [ lov’d before, 
(Yn ¢ Pai eH hanke while che ciche ie anre & 
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Of the torrent appreaches—look 
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* Farewell sire and kindred and home—we must gc * 














Ye cataract spirits scoop low the wet sod ! 


From the wreck of the waters survives yon bow, 


From the wreck of our bodies O take us, God |” 
* * ° 7 * . ” © 


And they say at the sprout and the fall of the leaf, 


In the sweet morning hour there are notes from above, 


Like the voice of a Maiden whose theme is grief, 


Like the muse of an Angel whose song islove! © 
a 
FROM THE HALCYON LUMINARY 
BEAUTIFUL ALLUSION. 


I staid too late, forgive the crime, 
Unheeded flew the hours; 
How noiseless falls the foot of Time 

That only treads on flowers ! 


Say, who so keen-ey’d as remarks 
The ebbing of the glass, 

When all its sands are diamond sparks 
That glitter as they pass? 


And who to sober measurement 
Time’s happy swiftness brings, 

When birds of Paradise have lent 
Their plumage to his wings ? 
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ENIGMAS. 


* And justly the wise man thus preached to us all, 
** Despise not the value of things that are small.’ 





Answer tothe puzzuus in our las! 
Puzzir 1.—Earthquake. 
PuzzLe 11.—Ashes, 


NEW PUZZLES 
I. 

When we our story would begin, 

Ve first must trace our origin; 
A weary task then sure is mine, 
Who trace it from both sides the lin¢ 
And true it is, lowe my birth 
To animals, as well as earth. 
My being to such climates owe 
As vernal heat and endless snow, 
I've been a tree, I've been a ram; 
Insects have made me whatl am. 
Though straight, well form’d, and never tics 
I cannot stand without a stick: 
Pleasing and useful to one sense, 
I to another give offence. 
I’m born for a domestic use, 
Yet often witness great abuse. 
I villains serve to aid their flight; 
The good to bring their deeds to ligh: 
In others, lunacy is dreaded 

But | please most when most light-headed. 


It. 
A grocer had but four weights, with which he weighed 
any quantity from one to forty pounds, What were the 
sizes of the weights? 
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PRINTING. 
Books, Pamphlets, Checks, Cards, Blanks, Han? 
bills, &c. &c. neatly and expeditiously executed at thie 








| office upon reasonable terms. 
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